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I’ll not leave thee, thou lone one! 

To pine on the stem; 

Since the lovely are sleeping, 

Go sleep thou with them: 

Thus kindly I scatter 
Thy leaves o’er the hed 
Where thy mates of the garden 
Lie scentless and dead. 


So soon may I follow. 

When friendships decay. 
And from lovers shining circle 


When true hearts lie wither’d. 
And fond ones are flown. 
Oh! who would inhabit 






















































Tho’ the bard to a purer fame may soar, 
When-wild youth’s past 
Tho’ he win the wise, who ffotvn’d before, 
To smile'at last; 

He’ll never meet a joy so sweet, 

In all his noon of fame. 

As when first he sung to woman’s ear 
His soul-felt flame,' 

And, at every close, she blush’d to hear 
The once lov’d name! 


Oh! that hallow’d form is ne’er forgot, 
■Which love first trac’d; 

Still it lingering haunts the greenest spot 
On memory’s waste! 

’Twas odour fled as soon as shed; 


’Twas morning’s winged dream! 

’Twas a light that ne’er can shine again 
On life’s dull stream! 

Oh! ’twas light that ne’er can shine agsim 
On life’s.dull stream! 
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, Sages can, they say, 
f - Grasp the lightning’s pinions, 

\ And bring do-wn its ray 

From the starr’d dominions:— 
So we, sages, sit. 

And, mid bumpers, bright’ning. 
From the Heav’n of Wit 
Draw down all its lightning! 
Fill the bumper fair! &c. 


The careless youth, when up 
To Glory’s fount aspiring. 
Took nor um nor cup 

To hide the pilfer’d fire in:— 
But oh his joy I when round 
The halls of Heaven spying, 
Amongst the stars he found 
A bowl of Bacchus lying. 

Fill the bumper fair! &c. 


Wouldst thou know what first 
Made our souls inherit 
This ennobling thirst 

For wine’s enliv’ning spirit 
It chanced upon that day. 
When, as bards inform us, 
Prometheus stole away 

The living fires that warm us. 
Fill the bumper fair! &c 


Some drops were in the bowl, 
Remains of last night’s pleasure. 
With which the Sparks of Soul 
Mix’d their burning treasure! 
Hence the goblet’s shower 
Hath such spell to win us— 
Hence its mighty power 
O’er that Flame within us. 

Fill the bumper fair! &c. 
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COME SING ME THAT SWEET AIR AGAIN. 


T. Moore 
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Sung by Miss Poole. 
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No sound is heard but pleasure 
No echo on the gale 
But music’s varied measure 
Along that happy vale 
For all that sense can covet 
Each joy that earth can show 
Is lavished there to prove it 
The brightest spot below. 


’Tis said the world above us 
Is one continued flow 
Of joy with those that love us 
Perhaps it may be so: 

But if this earth discloses 
Delights unknown elsewhere 
’Tis at the feast of roses 
Within thy vale Cashmere. 
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